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a buzzing in his ears. He seemed to be waiting for
something. He seemed to be stretching out his
hand, he could see his hand too, a vague shape in the
darkness. And he had the feeling that someone was
looking at it, but he knew it was his imagination.
The sky outside the skylight seemed to be growing
less dark.
He could only have just dropped off to sleep when
he was wide awake again, for tfie sky was still dark.
Suddenly he felt so restless that he wanted to go out,
it was oppressive in the little room, oppressive in the
whole house, as though something was impelling
him. He dressed himself quickly and, with his shoes
in one hand, groping with the other, he went down
the stairs, cautiously, step by step, so that the stairs
shouldn't creak. In the parlour downstairs he
noticed that it was lighter than he had expected, the
dawn was glimmering through the blind, he could
see the branches and leaves of the plant that stood
in front of it. He fetched his cap from the passage
and shut the door again cautiously. His hand
groped over the cupboard, he didn't look, but he felt
himself opening something. He knew it was not
himself doing it. The box was hard and cold, the
key turned smoothly. He felt a chill. Thieves and
murderers, whispered a voice.
The door of the cupboard was closed, I can't
stay in this house any more, he thought, it's getting
too much for me. With hands outstretched, to feel